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| Love You 


Author's Notes: 
Fiction.. or is it? 


‘This ain't you, Jon, he said, looking at me with those sad dark eyes, almost black with emotion. | should have 
known he'd be giving me a lecture, | shoulda have known he wouldn't let this be. Like he had any idea. 


‘You dunno shit about who | am, | stated nonchalantly, shrugging my shoulders and leaning back against the 
hotel-room couch. | crossed my legs, folding my arms across my chest. | came off pretty secure that way, | 
knew for a fact. 


He shook his head, sighing heavily and running a hand through his thick, dark-brown strands of hair. ‘Jon, l'm 


bein' serious. Just ‘cuz you're foolir the rest of the world, it doesn't mean ya can fool me: 


Oh, right, here came the speech, the "I-know-you-better-than-anybody-else-‘cause-l've-been-fucking-you- 
for-two-years-and-|-can-read-every-damn-sign-of-distress-you-put-up-with" monolouge. | laughed shortly; a 


bitter and cynic laughter. Yeah, he knows me alright. He knows I'm not the guy | let people think | am; I'm not 


shy and charming, I'm not happy and bouncy. l'm just me. 


He was sitting across from me in an armchair, elbows placed at his knees as he leant forward towards me, 


hands clasped and fiddling with his fingers. He looked genuinely concerned. Well, of course he was. 


‘| care about ya; he said in a sad tone, pursing his lips and looking down at his hands. ‘Fuck, | care about ya a 


lot: 


| nodded my head as the only response. | knew he was being truthful, he's always honest with me. It scares me 
sometimes, when his act falls away and reveals this sensitive guy no one but me ever knew excisted And | 


wouldn't want it any other way. 


‘| wanna help ya, but | can't do that unless you let me in, he continued, looking up at me this time with leading 


eyes, frowning slightly. ‘Ygotta lemme in, Jon’ 


My reply was a heavy sigh and | brought both hands to my hair, fluffing it up a bit and shaking my head to 
ruffle it. | was good at seeming untouched, unintrested and umoved, | decided. ‘Why's it ya wanna know every 


damn thing about me, Rich? 


He gave me a wide-eyed, seemingly shocked stare before furrowing his brows and wrinkling his nose. He was 
apparantly annoyed by my nonchalant attitude. Kudos to me, it meant he might stop talking. | liked it better 


when he wasn't talking. 


| stretched my legs out, spreading them wide as | leant my head against the back of the couch, letting my 
eyelids droop. | was feeling tired. Tired of the concert, tired of the parties, tired of the chicks, and tired of his 


nightly interrogations and preaches. What happened to sex with no boundaries? 


| noticed him shift, propping his head up with one hand, tapping the fingers against his cheek. Okay, now he's 
bored. Bored and annoyed. Could be fun, | decided. 


‘Jon. he began, but paused, licking his lips. | grimaced, raising my eyebrows and expecting another long row of 
advices from him. Like he was one to talk anyway, with the way his life was led at the moment. He was faking 


it way worse than me... okay, maybe not. 


| saw him open his mouth again, fearing the dreaded words of disappointment. It always hurt. He was good at 
that, hurting Jon Bon Jovi. Not many people would pull that one off. But hey, | wasn't planning on letting him 
know that. Not ever. 


‘| love you, he said, suddenly. The emptiness that followed was haunting, all | could hear was our breathing. He 


took the opportunity to clear his throat. 


It took me some time to register what had been said, but once | did, my eyes flew open, darting all over his 


form and face, my expression shocked and my face pale. 


‘C-come again? | blurted out, my mouth suddenly feeling dry as it was my turn to lick my lips and swallow 
hard before | sat up straight, my shoulders tensing. 


‘| love you: 


| searched his features for any sign of deceit, trying desperately to catch his eyes but those dark orbs 
seemed to be glued to his own fingers. At the back of my mind | noted him rolling his thumbs 


| chuckled nervously then, shaking my head. ‘Oh, | see.. | love you too, man: 


He looked up at me then, almost glaring. ‘Y'know damn well that ain't what | meant’ he snarled, before dropping 


the fierce attitude, eyes leaving mine again. | winced, cursing inwardly. 


‘How.. | started, trailing off when | didn't find a good way to continue the sentence. | cursed my tongue; it used 


to be so quick and witty. Where was the wit now, | wondered. 


He didn't need more to start speaking, though. ‘| dunno.. started a while back, and | just.. found | was gettin’ 
happy bein’ around ya, an’ not in the usual way. An’ | ain't meanin' horny by happy, ‘cuz Lord knows both you 
and | have had our fair share of that. | mean like, the feelin’ | only oughta get when | see a senorita I'd really 


wanna make mine, an’... | just wanna protect ya, an' be here for ya ary... look after ya. | love you: 


| let the words sink in, replaying them over and over in my mind as | studied the embarrassed flush on his 


cheeks. So uncharacteristic for him, and | frowned. It didn't suit him. ‘Why..?' | asked. 


He shook his head, shrugging. ‘I dunno that either.. maybe ‘cuz | know how ya fake it, an’ | know ya need 
someone ta watch over ya. You don't have anyone like that, at the moment. An‘ that act you're playin’, Jon, it 


hurts ta see how bad you're tryin’ ta keep up with it.’ 

He was biting his bottom lip by now, | could see, and | knew it was trembling. When he looked up at me again, 
however, | was shocked by the soft expression on his face. And by his slightly watery eyes. It seemed | was 
seeing him through some sort of mist, a haze. 


‘Jon.. don't cry... he breathed, his voice barely above a whisper. 


| frowned at him. ‘I ain't. | began, before | stopped myself, bringing a hand to my face and realizing that my 
cheeks were indeed wet by tears, my vision starting to blurr a bit. 


| ducked my head, letting my thick brown curls fall down like a curtain to conceal my face. | felt ashamed. I'd 
never cried in front of people. Hell, | hadn't even cried before myself for the past unidentified number of 


years. | sucked in a deep breath through clenched teeth, sniffling. 


| heard shuffled steps against the hotel-floor rug, and how the couch cringed from the weight of another 


human being; felt strong arms wrap around me. | leaned into the unexpected embrace, wanting all the closeness 
and warmth another person could bring as comfort. And this person happened to be Richie. The only one | 
could trust, the only one to see me cry, who I'd allow to take me in his arms when | was this sensitive. | 


whimpered. 


‘Hush, baby.. Jonny, don't ya cry... he murmured, repeating reassuring nonsense several times, but in different 
phrasings. | realized it helped, it made me feel better. All of a sudden, | felt shy. The act that was Jon Bon Jovi 
was dead, at least for the moment. Put to sleep, but but only brewing. Left was now the shy, soft Bongiovi-kid, 
the Jersey-boy who'd already got burned by life itself. Weakly, | larked my arms around his waist, responding 
to his affections. 


He flinched and tensed up for a moment before relaxing, and | buried my face against his chest, rubbing it 


with my cheek 

love you too,’ | mumbled beneath heavy sobs, tears dripping from my fair lashes down onto his jeans. 

He chuckled weakly as a reply. ‘Nah, y'don't, an’ that's okay.. 

But | do.. | do love you. | insisted, looking up at him with watery blue eyes, for the first time showing off my 
raw and naked emotions, the ocean they made when mixed together, put on display as they were. | saw his 


eyes widen as they locked onto mine, watched his tongue dart out to wet his upper lip. 


‘You.. do” he asked, as if needing yet another reassurance. | simply nodded to confirm it, a faint blush tinting 
my cheeks. He smiled then. The softest, most satisfied joyous smile I've ever seen to this day. 


‘| was hopin’ | wasn't gon’ be the only one, he mumbled, kissing the top of my head. 


